4=                         MODERN POETRY
But lo ! the soft Carmanian folk,
Round these warriors gathering nigh,
Down the slopes with murmur shy
The benignant God invoke.
While they stand in wonder and in doubt,
Comes a throng in leaves their heads arraying,
Some on pipes and some on tabors playing,
" Bacchus, Bacchus is our King," they shout,
" Magic mirth into our blood he pours ;                       90
Join us, strangers, in our feast I
All our parching toil hath ceased.
Give us of your fruitful valley's stores ! "
Apples they heap on shields in golden domes,
And spearpoints bear the dripping honeycombs.
" Our Bacchus bids you to his joy/' they sing ;
" Lo, where he comes, the king ! "
Two massy ivory cars, together bound,
Roll through the parting throng ;
A whole uprooted vine en wreathes them round ;         100
Long tendrils over the gold axles trail,
While jubilant pipe and chanted song
- The cars' oncoming hail.
By the dark bunches idle helms and greaves
Are hung, and swords that on Hydaspes shone ;
Heroic shoulders gleam betwixt the leaves !
There sits reclined on rugs of Susa spread,
Throned amid his Seven of Macedon,
Alexander ! his victorious head
Bound with ivy and pale autumn flowers.                  110
Ah, what a sunny redolence of showers
The wind wafts round him from this promised land !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